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Jehovah's  Promise 


I  never  knew 
I  needed  someone 
'til  I  met  You. 
You  are  the 

one  who 
taught  me  to 
be  true. 

"When  I  see  you  are  hurt  you  know  it  hurts  Me  too. 
Please  always  remember  I  will  be  here  for  you." 
Night  and  day  I'm  all  alone  hiding  pain  that  has  never  been  shown. 
You  entered  my  life  and  let  me  know  that  You  will  be  with  me 
wherever  I  go. 
Why  do  I  do 
the  things  I 
do?  They  always 
end  up  hurting 
You  too.  "You 
know  I'll  forgive 
you  as  I  always 
do.  Please  always 
remember  I  will  be 
here  for  you."  Love 
is  a  special  feeling  inside. 
It  is  something  I  cannot  hide. 
Please  don't  leave  me;  stay  by  my  side, 
I  need  You  forever,  'til  the  end  of  time. 


Kellyann  Doscher 
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BRIDGE  THE  GAP 


The  stars  and  I  are  old  friends.  I  remember  going  out  at  night  and  lying  on  my  back 
to  watch  them.  I  have  learned  to  enjoy  the  solitude  that  I  feel  when  I  am  looking  at 
the  stars.  I  lie  down  and  look  up  at  the  stars  and  see  nothing  else.  After  a  while  I 
sort  of  tune  out  the  noises  in  the  background.  I  stop  feeling  the  ground  underneath 
me.  Only  the  stars  and  I  exist.  When  I  am  there  at  this  point,  there  is  no  war,  no 
poverty,  no  crime ...  there  is  nothing  to  be  afraid  of.  There  is  only  a  great  peace  that 
settles  over  me.  And  yet,  there  is  also  a  great  loneliness  because  I  know  I  can  never 
share  exactly  what  I  am  feeling  with  any  other  person.  I  stare  into  the  void  between 
the  stars  and  wonder  if  the  distance  I  see  between  them  and  that  I  know  must  be 
there  is  the  same  distance  between  myself  and  everyone  else.  I  wonder  if  the  gap 
between  you  and  me  can  be  bridged  and  we  will  find  that  we  are  a  lot  alike.  I 
believe  that  we  are,  but  the  gap  remains.  I  care  so  much  for  you.  I  want  to  know 
what  you  feel  and  share  what  I  feel  with  you.  But  sharing  can  hurt,  and  as  I  am 
afraid  of  being  hurt,  I  am  also  afraid  of  hurting  you.  And  I  wonder  ...  Do  the  stars 
think  of  these  things?  Do  they  look  across  the  void  and  wonder?  Do  they  find 
friends  and  fall  in  love?  Do  they  share  what  they  are  feeling?  Or  do  they  merely  feel 
the  loneliness  and  emptiness  inside  that  I  feel?  Maybe  you  feel  these  things  too. 
Maybe  in  sharing  the  loneliness  of  the  stars  we  can  find  that  we  need  each  other  and 
become  friends.  Maybe  you  and  I  can  learn  to  love  each  other.  Maybe  .  . . 


Erik  Stevens 
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In  Your  Eyes 


In  your  eyes,  I  see  hurt  and  pain, 
Agony,  loneliness, 

And  the  cruelty  the  world  has  inflicted  upon  you. 

In  your  eyes,  I  see  all  that  you  have 

Suffered,  endured, 

And  the  struggle  you've  dealt  with. 

For  all  this,  I  have  tried  to  give 

Comfort, 

Strength, 

And  hope  to  ease  the  pain  that  I  see 
In  your  eyes. 

To  let  you  know  that  I  was  always  with  you, 
You  were  never  really  alone, 
And  that  I  felt  what  you  were  going  through  .  .  . 
That  I  understood. 

For  your  eyes  are  mirrors  of  my  own 
And  I  have  gone  through  the  pain, 
Frustration, 
And  agony 
With  you. 


Heather  R.  Hallock 
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WINDOWS  OF  OUR  SOUL 

THROUGH  THE  YEARS 
I 

SEE 
THAT 

PEOPLE  ARE  MORE  SOUL  THAN 
ANYTHING  ELSE 

AS  YEARS  PASS 

BONES  ACHE 

MINDS  ARE  TROUBLED 

HEARTS  YEARN 

BUT 

OUR  SOUL  CAN  STILL  SOAR 
ON  THE  WINGS  OF  OUR  SPIRIT 
THROUGH  OUR  DREAMS  ETERNAL 
TO  PLACES  WHERE 

LIFE 
HOLDS 

NO  BARRIERS. 


Lisa  McDaniel 


Then,  Eternity 

Because  of  love  I  care 

To  halt  your  anguished  heart, 

And  lift  this  burden  too  great  to  bear 

All  must  one  day  depart. 

To  the  celestial  place  with  me  once  more 
Remembering  instantly- 
Cradled  once  again  as  once  before 
Serenity,  song,  tranquility. 

You'll  stroll  upon  these  golden  roads 
And  beam  from  the  reflection; 
Speak  with  the  Lord,  my  gracious  host 
The  guardian  of  all  direction. 

For  life  renewed  is  the  essential  component 
The  blessed  design  for  those  He  set  free; 
Mortal  life  is  for  a  time,  a  moment 
Then,  eternity. 

Mary  J.  Maciejewski 
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Love  Is 


It's  a  funny  thing, 
Love  is, 
Yet  there's  little 
Humorous  about  it. 

It's  our  most  powerful 
Emotion. 

The  way  it  lifts  us  up, 
And  can  destroy  us. 

It  drives  us  to  do 
Things 

We'd  rarely  do.  It 
Consumes  us,  completely. 

It  leaves  us  with  things 

Uncontrolled, 

Yet  we  rarely  mind, 

'Cause  Love  doesn't  care. 

With  it  comes  complete 
Peace— 

And  unbelievable  torment. 
But  it's  all  worth  it .  .  . 

For  with  love,  we  get 
Life's  greatest  rewards. 

Reid  Stanley 
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The  Price  of  Liberty 


He's  a  soldier.  He's  on  the  front  line  of  battle  defending  his  country.  He's 
a  husband,  soon  to  be  father,  and  Christian.  He  voluntarily  joined  the  Air  Force, 
knowing  war  was  at  hand  and  his  baby  was  to  be  bom  in  two  months.  He  believes 
in  government,  peace,  and  God.  He  wants  to  protect  his  wife  and  child,  as  well  as 
every  other  wife  and  child  in  America. 

With  thoughts  of  home  and  the  pain  he  knows  his  wife  is  going  through,  he 
sheds  a  tear.  He  knows  he  could  be  the  next  to  fall  in  this  bloody  battle.  He  knows 
he  may  never  again  see  his  wife,  nor  ever  see  his  newborn  baby.  He  knows  he 
could  have  chosen  not  to  join.  Yet,  he  doesn't  regret  his  decision.  He  would  rather 
die  than  see  his  country  and  fellow  Americans  hurt. 

To  the  left  and  right  of  him  his  buddies  fall.  He  is  slowly  losing  confidence 
in  himself.  He  hears  an  inner  voice,  a  newborn  child's  cry.  The  cry  is  that  of  an 
infant's  first  breath  of  air  in  this  war-stricken  world. 

For  some  reason,  God  chose  to  let  him  hear  his  son's  first  cry  before  he  was 
hit.  In  this  special  moment,  he  falls  to  his  knees  and  envisions  his  newborn  son 
and  wife. 

He  is  rushed  to  the  nearest  hospital,  but  there  is  no  hope.  He  has  already 
left  this  world. 

The  war  is  now  over,  and  a  few  days  have  passed.  Though  many  American 
soldiers  fell,  they  did  not  die  for  a  lost  cause.  They  won  the  war  and  saved 
America  once  again. 

This  soldier  is  being  buried  today;  he  is  being  honored  along  with  all  of  the 
other  men  and  women  who  preserved  our  liberty.  His  wife,  dressed  in  black  and 
veiled,  holding  her  newborn  son  in  her  arms,  is  presented  with  the  American  flag 
which  previously  warmed  her  distinguished  husband's  casket  with  honor.  She 
sheds  a  tear  and  accepts  this  token  of  liberty.  Suddenly,  she  hears  her  husband  cry 
out,  "I  love  you  both!"  as  he  falls. 

Wendy  Schmeling 
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The  Sun  Rises 

A  child  is  born. 
A  suicide  is  committed. 
A  teenager  is  raped. 
The  sun  sets. 

A  gas  station  is  robbed. 
A  young  girl  is  kissed. 
A  new  wife  has  an  affair. 
The  sun  rises. 

A  family  lives  on  the  street. 

An  alcoholic  is  born. 
A  young  woman  graduates. 
The  sun  sets. 

A  young  woman  gets  engaged. 

A  car  is  stolen. 
A  young  man  kills  his  father. 
The  sun  rises. 

A  mother  kills  her  children. 
A  young  couple  says  their  vows. 
A  man  beats  his  wife. 
The  sun  sets. 

A  country  starts  a  war. 
A  decision  causes  riots. 
A  young  couple's  first  child. 
The  sun  rises. 
The  sun  sets. 


Crystie  Stewart 
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ODE 


The  first  time  I  saw  you 
I  knew  we  must  meet- 
So  handsome,  so  stylish,  I  was  swept  off  my  feet. 

Your  steel-hard  body 
And  sensual  stance, 

Set  my  heart  to  fluttering  with  each  passing  glance. 

When  you  wrapped  yourself  'round  me, 
I  didn't  think  twice. 

You  were  going  to  be  mine,  regardless  the  price. 

I  took  you  home  to  mama, 
Introduced  you  to  my  pals, 
Imagined  myself  the  envy  of  all  the  other  gals. 

We  slipped  off  to  the  mountains 

And  cruised  along  the  ocean... 

We  were  a  dream  in  blue,  a  symphony  in  motion. 

Taking  me  farther  and  faster, 
Again  and  again. 

We  sailed  like  a  gull  on  the  sea-driven  wind. 

But  lately  something's  missing, 
Our  love's  stuck  in  park. 

Your  temperature's  not  rising;  there's  no  more  spark. 

It's  been  a  swell  joyride, 

But  the  meter's  run  out. 

Tune  to  find  someone  new  to  get  me  about. 

I'm  sorry  to  have  to  say  it- 
It's  such  a  hurtful  word- 
But  I'm  trading  you  in  on  a  brand  new  T-Bird 

LuAnne  Kern 
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Once  upon  a  time,  there  was  a  young  woman  named  Grethel.  Grethel  had 
the  cutest  boyfriend  in  the  world.  In  fact,  Handsome  was  so  cute,  all  the  other  girls 
were  extremely  jealous.  Grethel  was  so  grateful  for  Handsome,  she  had  her  name 
legally  changed.  Thus  begins  the  story  of: 

Handsome  and  Grateful 

Handsome  and  Grateful  were  two  teenagers  born  and  raised  in  LaLaLand. 
In  the  magical  country,  everyone  is  perfectly  happy.  In  this  magical  country, 
everyone  is  perfectly  in  love.  In  this  magical  country,  everyone  is  perfectly  sane.  In 
this  magical  country,  Handsome  and  Grateful  were  married  and  lived  happily  ever 
after... until  the  evil  mother-in-law  came  for  a  short  visit  of  three  to  five  months. 

Grateful  was  not  grateful  to  find  that  her  evil  mother-in-law  had  taken  over 
in  the  kitchen.  Grateful  was  not  grateful  to  find  that  her  evil  mother-in-law  had  taken 
over  the  remote  control  to  the  big  screen  TV.  Grateful  was  not  grateful  to  find  that 
her  evil  mother-in-law  had  taken  over  the  only  decent  bedroom.  In  fact,  her  evil 
mother-in-law  had  taken  over  in  both  bedrooms;  "Not  tonight,  Grateful.  Not  with 
my  mother  in  the  next  room!"  In  fact,  Grateful  was  so  ungrateful,  she  refused  to 
answer  to  her  new  name. 

Grateful  grew  more  and  more  upset  with  her  evil  mother-in-law  as  the 
short  visit  grew  longer... and  longer... and—  Well,  you  get  the  picture. 

She  held  her  tongue  when  her  evil  mother-in-law  criticized  everything  she 
did.  She  held  her  tongue  when  her  evil  mother-in-law  cooked  so  much  food  that 
Handsome  became  Not-so-Handsome.  She  even  held  her  tongue  when  her  evil 
mother-in-law  began  to  put  on  a  facade  of  grandmotherly  charm  by  baking 
gingerbread  men  for  all  the  neighborhood  children.  However,  Grateful  was  pushed 
to  her  limits  when  her  evil  mother-in-law  attempted  to  order  her  around  like 
Cinderella. 

Grateful  tried  to  complain  to  Handsome,  but  like  all  men  he  refused  to  see 
his  own  dear  mother  as  anything  less  than  perfect.  Grateful  tried  to  complain  to  her 
friends,  but  they  were  still  jealous  and  refused  to  listen  out  of  spite.  Grateful  tried 
to  complain  to  herself,  but  even  she  grew  tired  of  listening  to  herself  whine  about  the 
evil  mother-in-law.  Finally,  Grateful  looked  herself  sternly  in  the  eyes,  ordered 
herself  to  pull  herself  together,  and  decided  to  do  the  evil  mother-in-law  in. 

By  plotting  to  do  the  evil  mother-in-law  in,  Grateful  was  able  to  put  up 
with  it  when  her  evil  mother-in-law  criticized  everything  she  did.  By  plotting  to  do 
the  evil  mother-in-law  in,  Grateful  was  able  to  put  up  with  it  when  her  evil  mother- 
in-law  cooked  so  much  food  that  Handsome  became  Not-so-Handsome.  By  plotting 
to  do  the  evil  mother-in-law  in,  Grateful  was  able  to  put  up  with  it  when  her  evil 
mother-in-law  began  to  put  on  a  facade  of  grandmotherly  charm  by  baking 
gingerbread  men  for  all  of  the  neighborhood  children.  By  plotting  to  do  the  mother- 


in-lay  in,  Grateful  was  even  able  to  put  up  with  it  when  her  evil  mother-in-law 
attempted  to  order  her  around  like  Cinderella. 

Laughing  crazily,  Grateful  watched  closely  for  a  chance  to  get  rid  of  her 
evil  mother-in-law.  Cackling  maniacally,  Grateful  slowly  crept  up  behind  the  evil 
mother-in-law  as  she  was  attempting  to  check  a  preheated  oven.  Giggling 
dementedly,  Grateful  shoved  the  evil  mother-in-law  into  the  oven  and  slammed  the 
door,  sighing  contentedly,  she  turned  to  face  her  wifely  duties  only  to  gasp  at  the 
sight  of  Not-so-Handsome.  Once  she  was  over  the  shock  of  his  new  look,  she 
moved  aside  unhappily  and  allowed  him  to  rescue  his  mother.  Once  the  evil 
mother-in-law  had  been  dusted  off  and  returned  to  her  pedestal,  Not-so-Handsome 
resignedly  called  the  police  and  had  Grateful  committed. 

Having  decided  that  a  psycho  like  Grateful  deserved  an  extra  padded 
room,  they  locked  her  up  and  threw  away  the  key.  Grateful  was  so  grateful  at 
having  been  rescued  from  the  presence  of  the  evil  mother-in-law  she  began  to 
answer  to  her  name  again. 

Until  she  was  informed  that  the  evil  mother-in-law  had  been  caught 
putting  poison  into  her  batches  of  gingerbread  men.  Until  she  realized  that  the  evil 
mother-in-law  was  to  be  her  room  mate  for  a  short-term  sentence  of  three  to  five 
years.  And  once  again,  Grateful  began  to  plot... 

The  End 

Crystie  Stewart 

CHRIST— A  DESERVING  LOVER 

Are  you  going  to  let  Him  in  or  must  He  continue  circling,  looking 
for  an  opening? 

Circling  you,  circling  the  world  (thousands  of  times),  circling  the 

ways  to  make  it  easier. 
His  mind  is  dreaming  of  the  earth's. 
His  veins  are  running  to  the  core  of  the  earth. 
The  work  put  forth,  like  keeping  the  field  happy  and  watching  the 

ignorant  creatures  for  safety  reasons,  He  deserves  an  opening. 

Does  He? 

Your  eyes  can  only  see  with  restrictions  of  circumstance. 
He'll  stare  the  future  dead  in  the  soul  and  demand  it  obey. 
Listen  for  quiet  chances  and  opportunities  to  help  yourself. 
Learn  and  smile,  for  your  life  is  wanted. 


Charles  McCall 


The  Opium  Factory 

I  searched  where  they  directed  me, 

I  found  what  I  was  seeking, 

I  learned  what  they  were  teaching  me, 

I  believed  what  they  were  speaking, 

I  followed  the  path  they  cleared  for  me, 

I  reached  my  intended  destination, 

I  enjoyed  the  security  they  gave  me, 

I  no  longer  needed  imagination. 

I  know  my  findings  are  correct, 

I  know  I've  come  to  where  I  should  be. 

They  told  me  so  and  how  can  I  reject 

What  they  must  have  invented  and  fed  to  me. 

It  feels  so  fulfilling  to  side  with  those  who  are  tight. 

Why  crawl  through  thorny  thickets  in  dark  originality? 

It's  so  much  easier  to  walk  along  their  path  and  read  by  their  light. 

I  feel  right  and  the  Devil  take  reality! 

With  their  great  knowledge  they  have  shown  men  the  way, 

I  owe  them  all  devotion. 

They  are  master  manipulators 

Of  my  instinct  and  emotion. 

Thomas  Webb 
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Khmcrzx 

Dark  brown,  or  is  it 
Chestnut?  Little  matter.  It  sings, 
It  flows—as  if  woven  with 
Music. 

The  gentle  strands  seam  together 
In  beauty  pure,  as  if  composed 
By  God.  And  certainly,  it 
Must  be  so. 

For  only  God  can  create  eyes 
That  twinkle,  like  the  heavenly  stars 
Themselves  .  .  .  and  a  smile  with  radiance 
Like  the  Sun. 

As  surely  as  if  gazing  into  the 
Sun,  to  gaze  at  her  smile  will 
Blind.  And  it's  a  blindness 
I'll  welcome. 

And  if  inside,  in  her 
Heart,  her  Mind,  her  Soul, 
She's  as  much  as  she  is  out, 
Then  all  the  world  is  blessed. 

She  is  the  essence  of  beauty 
Beauty  is  the  essence  of  her. 
And  somewhere,  a  heart  is  happy 
This  world's,  this  one,  already  is. 

Reid  Stanley 
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MIDNIGHT 


"C'mon,  we'll  be  late,"  Wolf  nudges  me.  What  time  is  it?  I  squint  at  the 
clock,  but  Wolf  tells  me  it's  twelve.  I  get  up  and  stumble  out  of  the  room. 

"It's  crisp  tonight,  Vincent."  We  both  walk  along  the  railroad  tracks. 
Looking  up  into  the  stars,  I  have  to  agree. 

"Yeah,  it's  a  good  blue."  Before  we  reach  the  stadium,  I  can  already  hear 
the  thundering  cries.  "How  many  are  we  killing  tonight?" 

"I  hear  it's  going  to  be  a  cluster.  .  .  the  kind  I  like."  Wolf  has  this  sinister 
smile  too  evil  to  match.  He  hands  me  a  cigarette  as  we  approach  the  assembly. 
Wolf  starts  to  run  as  he  realizes  we're  late.  I  try  to  catch  up  with  him,  but  decide  to 
remain  in  the  background  as  he  melts  toward  the  front  of  the  stage. 

An  old  minister  is  beheaded  while  the  roar  of  the  crowd  amplifies.  God,  I 
hate  those  freaks.  They  wipe  up  the  floor  and  move  to  another  routine.  The  ropes 
are  released  from  the  ceiling  as  the  excitement  bellows.  It's  a  little  too  loud  tonight. 
I  stuff  cotton  in  my  ear  and  move  forward  so  I  can  see  what's  next.  The  troopers 
shove  a  little  girl  on  stage  and  tie  her  hands.  Just  watching  her  gives  me  a  sense  of 
remorse.  But  I'm  not  supposed  to  feel  this  way.  I  shake  my  head  and  look  up  once 
more.  Why  does  she  look  so  peaceful?  She's  stupid.  I  know  I'd  be  scared.  .  .  Who 
cares.  She'll  be  dead  and  these  feelings  will  be  over.  I  can't  take  my  eyes  off  her. 
She  looks  at  me  as  if  I'm  holding  something  back.  But  I  don't  have  a  secret.  I  wish 
she'd  stop  looking  at  me.  I  pick  up  a  bottle  and  want  to  throw  it  at  her.  Instead  I  sip 
what's  left  in  it.  She  gazes  over  the  crowd  with  sorrowful  expression,  as  if  we  need 
pity.  I  throw  the  bottle,  but  I  wish  I  didn't.  She  locks  eyes  with  me  and  I  curse  her. 
I  can  see  her  sigh,  as  if  she's  almost  tired  and  ready  to  go.  Go  where?  She  has  no 
home,  her  family's  probably  been  butchered  before  her.  So  why  isn't  she  freaked? 
I  wish  they'd  hurry  up  and  kill  her.  Spoiled  fruit  and  more  bottles  are  flung  at  her. 
A  trooper  shoots  toward  the  people  to  make  them  stop.  The  mob  obeys  him  and 
waits  for  her  death. 

The  soldier,  in  his  brawny  form,  has  no  emotion.  He  shoots  her  left  knee 
as  she  falls  to  the  floor.  I  gasp,  almost  afraid  of  someone  hearing  me.  She's  just  a 
little  girl.  I  can't  believe  I  said  that.  I'm  not  allowed  to  care.  She's  a  Christian,  and 
they're  almost  wiped  out.  Still,  the  idea  of  morality  is  creeping  in.  Could  the  gurus 
be  wrong?  Could  there  really  be  a  conscience?  What  am  I  tliinking?  I'm  not  even 
supposed  to  think.  She  weeps  softly,  and  I  feel  sorry  for  her.  Voices  yell  at  her  to 
get  up,  but  the  troopers  pick  her  up  and  place  the  rope  around  her  neck.  My  hands 
start  to  sweat.  I  can't  believe  what's  happening  to  me.  I  want  to  stop  them.  But  I 
know  I  can't—or  I'll  die  trying.  Someone  says  something. 


"For  me,  to  live  is  Christ,  to  die  is  gain!"  The  little  girl  has  her  last 
words  before  she's  silenced.  I  turn  around  and  avoid  the  gross  scene. 

Glancing  around  me,  I  discern  my  life.  I  can  see  the  ugly  souls.  We 
do  have  souls.  If  we  didn't,  I  wouldn't  feel  this  guilt,  this  haunting  shame  that 
overwhelms  me.  So  many  of  us  are  corrupt.  Is  there  really  a  hell  as  my 
grandpa  told  me  before  they  slaughtered  him?  Have  I  wasted  my  life?  Could 
I  even  call  it  a  life?  I  want  to  leave,  but  the  crushing  mass  forces  me  to  stay. 

The  babies  are  next.  An  aquarium  of  water  is  displayed  and  the 
muffling  cries  of  innocence  begin  to  thrill  this  wicked  gathering.  Oh  God,  are 
they  going  to  drown  them?  Why  did  I  say  that?  I  fold  my  arms  under  my  shirt 
to  wipe  my  sweating  hands.  Now  I  know  it's  wrong.  I  run  my  hands  through 
my  hair  and  grind  my  teeth.  Piranhas  are  dumped  into  the  tank.  I  gape,  and  all 
I  can  do  is  watch.  I  think  I'm  about  to  puke  and  quickly  close  my  mouth.  They 
slit  a  baby's  throat  to  hush  its  screams  and  let  the  blood  drip  into  the  water. 
The  waters  bubble  while  the  horde  squirms  in  anticipation.  I'm  beginning  to 
get  dizzy,  I  don't  know  if  I  can  take  this.  They  chop  the  infant  and  deliver  the 
pieces  to  the  starving  fish.  One  by  one,  scene  after  scene,  the  execution 
continues.  I  push  my  way  out  of  the  flock,  I  need  fresh  air.  I  gotta  get  out,  I 
have  to  run  away. 

In  an  alley,  I  throw  up  for  awhile.  My  face  is  cold,  but  my  body 
sweats.  Can  I  really  feel  this  sad?  I  cry,  I  can't  help  it  anymore.  This  grief 
overtakes  me,  I  start  to  utter  nonsense  and  collapse.  I  hug  my  knees  and  beg 
for  some  kind  of  mercy.  Why  can't  I  stop  crying?  I  think  I'm  too  loud  and  run 
further  away  from  the  arena. 

I  sit  and  stare  into  the  city  for  awhile.  I  can't  escape.  I'm  doomed, 
damned,  whatever.  I'm  gonna  rot  wherever  Hell  is.  I  sob  some  more.  I  need 
forgiveness.  My  eyes  meet  the  stars.  "God  help  me.  If  you're  real,  and  this 
cause  of  dying  is  worthy,  then  take  me.  Take  me  and  heal  me.  God,  save  me, 
forgive  me,  love  me.  I  need  you,  I  think.  No,  I  need  you." 

I  chant  and  chant  for  hours.  I  wait  for  a  sign.  Maybe  he's  dead.  I'm 
a  fool  to  think  there  is  a  God.  No  I'm  not.  Grandpa  died,  the  girl  died,  even  the 
preacher  died,  and  yet  they  all  live.  Forgive  me,  God.  .  .  forgive  me. 

A  shuffling  noise  catches  my  attention.  Wolf  smiles  his  sinister  smile 
and  points  a  gun  at  me.  I  look  at  him  the  way  the  little  girl  looked  at  me  before 
he  pulls  the  trigger. 

Heather  Devera 
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Cremation 


I  give  myself  to 
be  burned 
not 

for  martyrdom,  but 
because  I  like  fire 
felt  beneath  eyelids,  between 
toes 

cleansing  purifying  destroying 
and 

creating 
a  new 
soul. 


Frederick  Capers 
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Touched  No  More 

How  many  times  have  I  held  these  hands 
I  can  not  count 

Those  hands  which  have  a  hundred  times 
dried  my  tears 

Hands  which  have  found  me  at  my 
darkest  hour 

Hands  whose  every  imperfection  has 
been  a  mystery 

Every  crease  a  point  to  ponder 

Hands  that  have  held  me  close  at  night 
and  told  me  of  their  love 

Hands,  on  which  every  scar  I've  known 

Hands,  on  which  every  vein  I've  loved 

Hands,  which  will  no  more  touch  mine 

Travis  Love 
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behind  the  moon  lies  a  mystical  experience 
all  the  answers  await  underneath  the  moon's  shadow 
this  beauty  of  God  possesses  me  all  night  long 
i  ache  for  sleep  but  my  eyes  won't  close 

behind  the  moon  are  all  the  answers 

she  chases  me  throughout  the  night 

she  questions  my  existence 

underneath  the  moon's  shadow  await  all  my  doubts 

this  beauty  of  God  owns  my  breath  and  questions  my  answers 

i  ache  for  sleep  but  i  can't  let  go 

behind  the  moon  is  where  i  want  to  be 

this  beauty  of  God  has  become  my  prison 

i  question  the  mystical  experience  underneath  my  own  shadow 

i  chase  her  throughout  the  night 

and  yet  she  still  takes  my  breath  away 

i  ache  for  sleep  but  she  grips  me  so 

behind  the  moon  is  another  light 

where  i  can  breathe  freely 

and  see  the  beauty  of  God  with  my  eyes  closed 

i  no  longer  question  and  wait 

i  ache  for  sleep  no  more 

Heather  Devera 
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STAR  TREK 


a  sonnet  dedicated  to  the  memory  of  those  who  died 
on  the  Shuttle  Challenger 

The  sky  at  night  is  full  of  stars  that  beam 
Their  light  upon  the  homes  of  my  dear  friends. 
Their  brightness  in  the  heavens  makes  me  dream 
Of  men  and  ships  that  to  the  stars  they  send. 

And  then  I  long  to  be  with  those  above, 
The  chosen  few  who  get  to  view  our  earth, 
The  world  in  which  we  find  a  little  love, 
The  world  in  which  we  all  can  claim  our  birth. 
This  longing  that  is  in  me  will  not  die, 
Nor  will  it  ever  pass  or  fade  from  view. 
Among  the  stars  is  where  I  wish  to  fly, 
Beyond  the  sun's  own  bright  and  golden  hue. 

to  trek  among  the  stars  would  be  delight. 
But  until  then  I'll  long  again  each  night. 

Amanda  Herrmann 
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Ode  to  A  Bassmaster 

It  was  Saturday  morning  at  about  six  o'clock. 
I  put  on  my  fishin'  pants  and  my  fishin'  socks, 
I  threw  on  my  fishin'  shirt  and  my  fishin'  sneaks 
'Cause  I  like  to  go  fishing  at  the  end  of  the  week. 

I  left  home  with  my  pole  and  my  box 
Not  knowing  what  I  was  in  for  until  I  got  to  the  docks. 

It  was  highly  unusual.  Someone  else  was  there! 

He  was  fishing  off  the  docks  of  Lake  Delaware. 

"Good  morning,  sir,"  I  said  to  the  dude, 

"I  hope  you  don't  mind  if  I  fish  near  you." 

"No.  Not  at  all.  You  may  cast  off  your  rod. 

Allow  me  to  introduce  myself.  I'm  Bassmaster  Bob." 

What  a  nut!  What  a  loon  with  a  ridiculous  title! 

"My  name  is  Vaughn,"  I  said  with  an  awkward  smile. 

"You  question  my  title,  or  do  you  not,  son?" 

"Yessir,  I  do,  for  it  is  a  peculiar  one." 

"I  am  the  last  Bassmaster,  but  there  were  many  before  me, 

All  of  their  deaths  were  often  times  gory. 

A  hook  through  the  eye,  the  neck,  or  by  drowning, 

I  must  catch  this  killer  for  the  pressure  is  mounting. : 

"But  who  is  this  monster,  O  last  of  the  Bassmasters, 
Who  has  slain  your  friends  and  brought  them  bitter  ends:" 
"The  greatest  of  all  fish  beneath  this  lake  so  still. 
My  arch  nemesis.  The  one  they  call  'King  Phil'! " 

No  mortal  man  has  yet  drawn  him  ashore." 

"Yes,  for  he  is  the  fish  which  has  never  been  caught. 

Allow  me  to  share  with  you  the  bait  I  have  brought." 

Bait!  Oh  joy!  I  can  hardly  wait  to  see 

The  food  that  the  uncatchable  fish  likes  to  eat! 

"Here  it  is!  Observe  it  in  the  early  morn! 

King  Phil  loves  to  feast  upon  yellowish  corn! " 
"Corn! !  Bassmaster  Bob,  surely  you  lie." 
"Like  heck  I  do.  Give  it  a  try. " 
So  I  baited  my  hook  and  into  the  lake  I  cast, 
Then  I  listened  to  Bob  reminisce  of  the  past. 

"I've  been  here  for  years  and  come  this  way  everyday, 

To  the  docks  of  this  lake,  and  here's  where  I'll  stay 

Untill  catch  King  Phil.  Oh,  what  a  thrill! 

All  my  years  of  baiting  would' ve  been  worth  all  the  waiting." 
As  I  listened  to  the  Bassmaster,  my  bait  began  to  work. 


First  a  snug,  then  a  tug,  then  an  almighty  jerk! 
I  reeled  in  the  fish  with  all  my  might. 
My  line  stretched  tight  as  we  fought  a  gallant  fight! 
When  I  brought  in  King  Phil,  he  was  bigger  than  I! 
I  drew  my  knife  for  it  was  his  destiny  to  die. 
As  I  walked  off  with  King  Phil,  there  was  pride  in  my  stride, 
And  I  ignored  the  Bassmaster  as  he  fell  to  his  knees  and  cried. 


Michael  Forte 


UNCONDITIONAL  LOVE 

The  Lord  loves  unconditionally 
While  I  am  simply 
To  love. 

Yet,  to  love  just  one 
As  the  Lord  loves 
Is  to  feel 
God  loving. 


Mary  J.  Maciejewski 
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Broken  Promises 

With  Apologies  to  "Man  of  My  Word" 


"Angelica,  I...  I've  met  someone  new."  He  waited,  but  received  no  answer. 
"I  guess  you're  surprised...  I  mean- 1  promised  to  love  you  forever...  but  Robin  is  so 
alive!  She  makes  me  feel  young  again! " 

He  paused  once  more,  but  the  silence  only  deepened.  He  stood  ankle  deep 
in  cold,  stale  snow;  fresh  snow  slowly  covered  the  lifeless  scene.  He  couldn't  help 
but  compare  his  own  dilemma  to  the  weather.  His  life  with  Angelica  was  stale,  but 
Robin  was  fresh  and  invigorating. 

"I'm  sorry,  Angelica,  but  my  love  for  you  isn't  enough  to  keep  me  happy... 
I  need  more...  I  deserve  more  from  my  life."  Once  again,  his  pleas  met  silence.  "I 
promised  to  love  you  forever...  I  tried;  I  swear  I  tried.  I  never  expected  this  to 
happen...  Please  try  to  understand...  Robin  understands  my  love  for  you...  Can't  you 
understand  my  love  for  her?  Please  let  me  know  somehow...  I  couldn't  stand  to  live 
with  this  guilt  much  longer." 

Suddenly  a  young  robin  began  to  sing  from  a  nearby  branch.  Gratefully, 
he  said,  "Thank  you,  Angelica.  You  always  were  a  wonderful  woman...  So  is 
Robin...  You  would  like  her,  but  I  hope  you  never  get  a  chance  to  meet  her...  Or  at 
least  not  for  a  long  time.  A  man  can  only  take  so  much  grief  in  his  life. " 

Once  again,  he  paused  to  consider  the  day.  The  sun  was  shining.  The  bird 
was  singing.  How  that  tiny  creature  had  managed  to  survive  such  a  hard  winter  was 
beyond  him,  but  he  decided  to  follow  the  robin's  lead. 

As  he  thought  about  Robin,  his  heart  was  filled  with  joy.  Winter  was 
almost  over,  spring  was  just  around  the  corner.  Why  had  he  ever  expected  Angelica 
to  begrudge  him  his  life?  As  he  turned  to  go,  he  left  his  past  with  Angelica  in 
Angelica's  grave. 

Crystie  Stewart 
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MOTHER 


Time  for  a  reward? 
It  has  been  so  hard. 
Your  efforts  do  not  go  unnoticed, 

just  unappreciated. 
The  strength  that  radiates  from  your  soul, 

is  enough  for  all. 
If  the  "all"  would  tap  in, 

they  could  benefit. 
Most  would  crush  under  the  pressure. 
The  pressure  of  (YOUR  DAY). 
Yet,  you  continue  to  smile  and  toss  out 

genuine  happiness. 
A  happiness  that  is  sort  of  a  life  support 

for  many. 
The  trust  that  is  placed  in  your  hands 

is  never  betrayed, 

yet  your  trust  in  me  is  questionable. 
You  feel  the  pain  and  trials  of  everyone 

around  you. 
What  do  we  expect? 
You  are  a  woman. 

The  love  and  gratitude  runs  very  deep  in  me. 
I  could  never  even  show  you. 
God  has  blessed  this  family  with 
A  "Strong  Back." 


Charles  McCall 
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BLINDWRITING 


these  are  words  that  i've  never  meant 

and  these  are  times  i've  already  spent 

now  my  ending  has  begun 

(another  yarn  too  oft  spun) 
i 

rack  my  brain  to  find  the  words 
but 

there  is  nothing  there 
no  one's  heard 

this  riveting  revolution  is  really 
Revolting, 

ridiculous  and  retarding  like  a  cell  door  bolting 
and  barred 

emotionally  scarred  -  the  bridge  has  been  burned 

it  is  broken  and  charred 
i'm  WRITING  BLIND  AND  SO  FAR  BEHIND 
IT'S  ABOUT  TIME  i  CHANGED  MY  MIND 
SO  i  PULL  AT  THE  SHACKLES  THAT  KEEP  MY  PEACE 
TWIST  AS  i'M  BOUND  UP  i  SEEK  MY  RELEASE 
THERE  ARE  NOT  CHAINS  THAT  CAN  EVER  HOLD  ME 
i'LL  LOOSE  THE  GRASP 

THE  NIGHTMARE  IS  ENDING  i  WILL  -  break  free 


Chuck  Merritt  III 
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Antique  Dishes 

What  is  your  story 

My  beautiful  bowl? 
Have  you  tales  to  tell 

From  days  of  old? 
What's  that  you  say, 

My  shapely  teacup? 
With  which  sweet  bride 

Did  you  once  sup? 
Speak  to  me,  please, 

My  old  English  plate. 
How  many  fine  tables 

Have  you  graced  to  date? 
Were  you  an  everyday  thing 

Taken  for  granted, 
Or  a  precious  jewel- 
coveted,  enchanted? 
Perhaps  a  token  of  love 

From  a  man  to  his  wife, 
Or  an  heirloom  passed  down 

At  the  end  of  a  life. 
Whatever  your  story, 

Today  you're  a  treasure- 
The  source  of  my  pride, 

My  wonder,  my  pleasure. 

LuAnne  Kern 
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Someone  You  Don't  Know 


The  weather  had  been  extremely  hot  for  the  last  few  days  in  the  small  town  of 
Nottingham.  Unlike  its  counterpart  in  England,  this  Pennsylvania  town  had  no 
Sherwood  Forest  nearby  for  the  people  to  lounge  in  the  shade.  No  one  thought  much 
of  the  heat  because  they  expected  it  living  near  a  lake  in  July.  No  one  that  is  except 
Sandi  Harold. 

"It's  just  not  normal,  Dave,"  she  tried  to  explain  to  her  husband  who 
lounged  on  the  couch  watching  tv.  "Try  and  blame  it  on  the  humidity  if  you  want, 
but  I  can't  think  of  why  it  should  be  eighty-eight  degrees  outside  at  nine  o'clock  at 
night.  Everyone's  inside  because  of  this  heat." 

"Just  relax  honey,  okay?  The  weather  report  said  it  was  some  kind  of 
unusual  heat  condition  that'll  wear  itself  out  in  a  few  days."  Dave  had  tried  to 
explain  things  like  this  to  his  wife  before,  but  she  never  seemed  to  listen.  "You 
always  try  to  read  too  much  into  everything.  Sometimes  your  imagination  just  runs 
away  with  you." 

"Well,  I'm  telling  you  that  something  is  wrong  here;  it's  just  a  feeling  that 
I've  had  for  the  last  few  days.  I  think  that-" 

Sandi  never  got  to  say  what  she  thought  because  at  that  moment  someone 
knocked  on  the  door.  She  went  to  the  door  wondering  who  it  could  be  considering 
the  fact  that  everyone  she  knew  was  relaxing  in  their  air-conditioned  homes  because 
of  the  heat.  If  Sandi  was  surprised  when  someone  knocked  on  the  door,  she  was 
doubly  surprised  when  she  opened  the  door. 

Standing  there  at  her  door  was  a  man  dressed  most  unusually  for  this  type 
of  weather.  He  was  about  six  feet  tall  and  wearing  black  shoes,  black  pants,  a  black 
shirt,  and  even  a  black  tie.  On  top  of  that,  He  was  also  wearing  a  black  trench  coat 
and  a  black  fedora.  In  his  right  hand  he  carried  a  black  briefcase.  The  only  spots  of 
color  anywhere  in  his  wardrobe  were  the  gold  clasps  of  his  briefcase  and  a  blood-red 
hatband  on  his  fedora. 

"Mrs.  Sandi  Harold,  I  presume?"  inquired  the  stranger  looking  at  a  list 
which  seemed  to  suddenly  appear  in  his  hand. 

"Why,  yes,  I  am.  How  can  I  help  you?" 

"Ah,  you  cannot  help  me,  dear  lady,  but  perhaps  I  can  help  you.  Allow  me 
to  introduce  myself.  My  name  is  Albert  Lucard  and  I  work  for  the  Draco 
Corporation."  Lucard  continued  talking  but  Sandi  could  not  hear  him.  She  found 
herself  staring  into  his  eyes  which  seemed  to  be  changing  color  even  as  she  looked 
at  him.  She  would  have  gone  on  staring  forever  had  not  he  asked  one  question 
which  snapped  her  back  to  attention.  "The  essence  of  what  I  am  saying,  ma'am,  is 
this:  How  would  you  like  to  win  one  million  dollars?" 

"What  did  you  say?  Win  a  million  dollars?  Of  course  I  would!" 

At  some  point  during  this  exchange,  Dave  had  gotten  up  and  come  into  the 
Uving  room  which  Sandi  suddenly  realized  she  was  in.  How  could  I  have  gotten  in 


here  without  realizing  it,  she  thought.  I  was  just  in  the  doorway  talking  to  him, 
wasn't  I? 

"So  what  exactly  would  Sandi  have  to  do  to  win  this  money,  Mr.-?" 

"Lucard.  Albert  Lucard.  All  your  lovely  wife  has  to  do,  sir,  is  push  one 
simple  button."  With  that,  Lucard  opened  his  briefcase  to  reveal  a  small  wooden 
box,  painted  black,  with  a  red  button  on  one  side  about  as  large  as  a  silver  dollar. 
"This  is  the  button  your  wife  must  push,  sir.  And  when  she  does  she  wins  one 
million  dollars  in  cash." 

"But  what  happens  when  she  pushes  this  button  of  yours?  You'll  forgive 
me  for  saying  this,  I  hope,  but  it  just  seems  too  good  to  be  true." 

"You  are  a  cautious  man  when  it  comes  to  the  safety  of  your  wife,  Mr. 
Harold.  I  respect  and  appreciate  that  fact.  Let  me  assure  you  that  nothing  will 
happen  to  your  wife  when  she  presses  this  button.  The  only  thing  that  will  happen 
to  her  is  that  she  will  become  rich." 

"But  what  will  happen  if  I  should  decide  to  press  this  button?"  Sandi 
inquired.  Dave's  questions  had  made  her  curious  about  what  would  happen  if  she 
pushed  the  button.  She  was  surprised  at  herself  to  realize  that  she  was  about  to 
push  the  button  without  even  worrying  about  the  possible  consequences. 

"Well,  to  answer  your  question  in  the  simplest  terms  possible,  someone 
dies."  With  that,  both  Dave  and  Sandi's  faces  registered  nothing  but  shock. 

"What! "  cried  an  astounded  Sandi.  "Are  you  trying  to  use  us  to  send  out 
a  signal  to  have  someone  killed  or  assassinated?" 

"No,  madam,  I  assure  you  that  nothing  like  that  will  happen." 

"Then  just  what  will  happen,  Mr.  Lucard?  Tell  us  please  before  I  follow 
through  on  my  instincts  right  now  and  throw  you  out  and  call  the  police."  Dave's 
voice  had  gone  totally  emotionless;  he  looked  like  a  tiger  ready  to  leap  for  the  kill. 

"Someone  dies  on  this  planet  every  few  seconds.  So  why  should  you  not 
make  some  money  off  it.  Besides,  I  can  assure  you  that  it  will  not  cause  the  death 
of  any  important  figure  anywhere  in  the  world.  The  person  who  dies  when  you 
push  this  button  will  be  someone  unimportant.  It  will  just  be  someone  you  don't 
know.  Let  me  leave  the  box  here  for  a  week.  If,  at  the  end  of  that  time  you  have 
not  pushed  the  button,  I  will  return  and  pick  up  the  box.  Should  you  decide  to 
press  the  button  I  will  deliver  your  money  immediately." 

"Well,  all  right  then,  Mr.  Lucard.  I  guess  we  will  see  you  in  one  week's 
time,"  replied  Dave  as  he  showed  the  stranger  to  the  door. 

"Perhaps,  but  maybe  I  will  see  you  before  then,  sir.  Until  we  meet  again. " 

"What  was  that  all  about,  Dave?  Was  that  your  idea  of  a  practical  joke?" 

"No,  it  wasnt  my  idea,  Sandi.  I  was  just  about  to  ask  you  the  same  thing. 
Probably  some  crazy  guy.  I  just  wanted  to  get  him  out  of  here  before  he  tried  to 
pull  anything." 

"You're  probably  right,  honey.  Let's  just  put  the  box  on  the  table  and 
forget  about  it." 


"I  think  that's  probably  a  good  idea.  Try  to  ignore  the  box.  Pretend  it  isn't 
even  there.  Maybe  he  will  come  back  for  it  in  a  week,  but  I  have  a  feeling  that  we'll 
never  see  that  nutcase  again." 

So  for  the  next  couple  of  days  that  was  just  what  Sandi  tried  to  do.  But  no 
matter  what  she  did  her  eyes  always  seemed  to  find  some  way  to  stray  to  the  table 
and  that  little  black  box.  The  box  was  filling  her  with  dread  because  she  could  just 
envision  some  form  of  death  lurking  in  that  box  waiting  for  her  to  push  the  button 
so  it  could  be  free.  Finally  Sandi  could  stand  it  no  more.  The  box  had  been  in  her 
house  now  for  four  days  and  it  was  driving  her  crazy.  The  weather  was  not  helping 
her  mood,  either.  All  of  that  humidity  which  had  built  up  in  the  air  had  finally  gotten 
to  be  too  much.  The  skies  had  opened  to  commence  pouring  rain  which  it  had  been 
doing  all  day  and  looked  like  it  could  continue  through  some  point  tomorrow. 

"Darling,  will  you  do  me  a  favor?  I  know  it  may  seem  crazy,  but  I  want  you  to 
open  the  box  for  me.  I  want  to  see  what's  inside.  It's  been  driving  me  crazy  and  I 
can't  stand  it  anymore." 

"Sure,  it's  no  problem,  honey.  I  should  have  thought  of  that  a  couple  of  days 
ago.  I  mean,  if  this  Mr.  Lucard  guy  is  going  to  know  when  someone  pushes  the 
button,  then  there'd  have  to  be  some  kind  of  a  signaling  device  inside  the  box.  Oh, 
by  the  way,  did  you  get  that  little  joke  he'd  made  with  his  name  and  the  name  of  his 
company?" 

"What  do  you  mean  about  a  joke  with  the  name?" 

"Well,  come  downstairs  with  me  while  I  take  the  side  off  and  I'll  explain." 
Dave  started  his  explanation  while  he  walked  down  the  stairs  and  continued  as  he 
pried  one  side  off  of  the  box.  "Take  Mr.  Albert  Lucard's  first  initial  and  his  last 
name  and  spell  them  backwards.  What  do  you  get?  It's  simple:  a-l-u-c-a-r-d  to  d-r- 
a-c-u-l-a.  In  other  words,  his  name  backwards  is  Dracula.  Plus,  I  looked  up  Draco 
in  the  dictionary.  It's  an  old  word  meaning  dragon.  Now,  Dracula  and  dragons  are 
supposed  to  be  the  Devil's  servants.  So  he's  saying  that.  .  ." 

"That  he  works  for  the  Devil,  right?" 

"Bingo.  Here  it  comes.  Well,  let's  see  what's  in  the  'box  of  death.'  Amazing! 
Look,  Sandi,  it's  empty! " 

Dave  was  right.  Sandi  looked  and  saw  that  the  inside  of  the  box  had  been 
painted  black,  too.  The  only  spot  of  color  in  the  box  was  the  silver  that  was  the  head 
of  the  bolt  which  attached  the  button  to  the  box.  After  looking  at  it  for  a  few 
moments,  Dave  and  Sandi  both  started  laughing  and  then  Dave  put  the  side  of  the 
box  back  on.  Then  they  walked  upstairs  and  put  the  box  on  the  table  in  the  living 
room. 

"I  can't  believe  that  we  were  afraid  of  nothing,  Dave.  Look!  I'm  going  to  push 
the  big  scary  button."  Laughing  as  she  said  it,  that  was  just  what  Sandi  did.  A 
moment  later  someone  knocked  on  the  door. 

After  looking  at  Dave  in  shock  for  a  moment,  Sandi  cautiously  went  over  and 
opened  the  door  and  there  he  was.  Mr.  Albert  Lucard  looked  exactly  as  he  had 


four  days  ago  when  he  had  brought  the  box  to  their  house.  Except  now  he  had  an 
umbrella  clutched  in  his  left  hand  to  keep  him  dry;  it  was  black,  of  course. 
Lightning  flashed  behind  him  as  he  began  to  speak. 

"Well,  you  have  fulfilled  your  part  of  the  bargain  so  now  I  must  hold  up 
my  end,"  he  commented  as  he  stepped  into  the  house.  "You  have  pushed  the 
button  so  I  am  here  to  deliver  your  one  million  dollars.  Let  me  put  my  briefcase 
down  on  the  table." 

That  is  precisely  what  he  did,  placing  the  briefcase  down  next  to  the  box. 
He  snapped  the  clasps  and  opened  the  case  to  reveal  one  million  dollars  in  cash. 
Lucard  began  piling  out  the  cash  onto  the  table  and  when  he  was  done  picked  up 
the  book  and  put  it  back  in  his  briefcase. 

"What  are  you  doing  with  the  box,  Mr.  Lucard?" 

"Why,  I  am  taking  it  back  with  me.  It  is  no  longer  needed  here," 
commented  Lucard  as  he  closed  the  briefcase  and  started  toward  the  door.  "I'm 
taking  it  to  the  next  place  on  my  list.  You  two  didn't  think  you  were  the  only 
people  I  would  offer  this  deal  to,  did  you?" 

"But  who  is  it  going  to  next?"  asked  Sandi. 

"No  one  important,  really,"  commented  Lucard  as  he  headed  down  the 
walk.  "It's  just  going  to  be  someone  you  don't  know. " 


Todd  Smith 


Egypt 

Raven  flesh  mingles  with  ebon  skies. 

Osiris  and  Isis,  king  and  queen,  birth  a  nation. 

Pyramids— islands  swimming  in  Earth's  tears 

—obelisks  ripping  her  body 
and  spilling  her  blood,  the  river  Nile. 


Frederick  Capers 
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The  Call  of  The  Sea 


I  gaze  out  at  the  sea,  and  it  calls  out  to  me. 
Listen! 

It  speaks  my  name. 

Softly,  deftly,  it  speaks  my  name, 

tenderly  caressing  me  until  my  mind,  and  body,  and  soul 

are  at  peace. 

But  no  .  .  . 

A  thought  enters  my  head  and  flitters  about 

like  a  moth, 

this  way,  and  that. 

And  suddenly  I  realize  what  I  must  do 

to  end  the  pain,  to  end  the  frustration  and  anger. 

But  I  cannot . .  . 

The  sea,  the  gentle,  comforting  sea 
calls  to  me  again 
and  again. 

I  rise  and  walk  to  the  door. 

Outwardly  relaxed  and  yet  so  full  of  inner  turmoil 

and  again  I  hear  my  name. 

I  cannot  ignore  the  whisper, 

the  calling. 

I  close  my  eyes. 

And  open  them  to  find  myself 

standing  at  the  water's  edge, 

the  gentle  waves  barely  touching  my  red  painted  toenails. 

The  waves,  like  fingers,  gently  tug  at  me  until  I  am  one  step 

closer, 

then  another, 

and  another  still 

to  the  tender,  caressing  voice, 

and  the  strong,  safe  arms  of  the  caller  of  my  name. 
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Listen!  Can  you  not  hear  it? 

I  hear  it  once  more.  I  cannot  resist  it. 

Slowly,  ever  so  slowly  I  walk  further  and  further 

away  from  the  safety  of  the  shore, 

searching  for  the  respite  I  so  desperately  seek. 

No  longer  do  I  feel  the  chill  of  the  water 
that  now  plays  about  my  neck, 
teasing  me,  taunting  me, 
bringing  me  closer  and  closer 
to  the  voice. 

Louder!  Can  you  not  hear  it? 
Louder,  the  voice  beckons  me. 
And  I  know  that  I  can  rest  soon. 
The  calling  fades  away  and  I  strain 
to  hear  the  voice  once  again. 

I  wander,  I  know  not  which  way, 
searching  for  peace 

within  the  tossing  and  toning  of  the  sea, 
and  of  my  heart. 
I  am  so  tired  .  .  . 

Maybe  I  will  rest  awhile  before  searching  further. 

The  waves  blanket  me, 
the  water  my  pillow. 
I  know  that  I  can  rest  now, 
that  it  is  safe  here. 
Peace  .  .  . 


Heather  R.  Hallock 
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There  once  was  a  king  who  decided  to  build  a  kingdom.  So,  one  day,  He 
picked  out  the  perfect  spot  and  started  building  it  Himself.  The  King  was  a  mighty 
King,  the  mightiest  of  all.  He  built  this  kingdom  in  six  years  all  by  Himself.  He  had 
no  one  to  help  Him.  Finally,  when  He  finished,  He  decided  to  set  a  day  aside  so  that 
He  and  all  the  people  that  would  soon  come  into  the  kingdom  could  rest  and 
celebrate.  The  first  to  come  were  animals!  They  just  started  popping  up  in  the 
kingdom  wherever  the  King  wanted  them.  The  King  was  joyful  and  saw  this  as 
good.  He  saw  that  all  of  His  kingdom  was  good.  Finally,  one  person  who  was 
covered  with  dirt  appeared.  This  person  got  cleaned  off  and  took  care  of  the 
kingdom.  The  King  saw  that  he  was  too  lonely  so  he  decided  to  bring  another 
person  The  person  went  to  sleep  and  when  he  woke  up,  there  was  a  woman  beside 
him  that  the  King  had  brought  in.  They  took  care  of  the  kingdom  together  and  made 
the  King  happy.  The  King  was  very  pleased. 

Then  one  day,  a  dark  knight  crept  into  the  kingdom  unnoticed  by  the 
people.  Well,  this  knight  went  into  the  room  where  the  woman  was.  In  her  room, 
there  were  many  plants.  She  was  admiring  the  plants  the  King  had  given  when,  all 
of  a  sudden,  the  knight  appeared  behind  one  of  them.  He  began  to  say  good  things 
to  her  and  she  trusted  him.  He  made  her  do  things  the  King  told  her  not  to  do.  After 
the  knight  was  gone,  she  went  to  her  husband  and  convinced  him  to  do  the  same 
things.  When  the  King  found  out,  he  made  them  live  outside  the  rooms  in  the  dirt 
and  work  to  live.  They  had  two  children  and  the  woman  could  be  heard  screaming 
in  pain  as  she  gave  birth. 

Eventually,  more  people  came  and  entered  the  kingdom.  They  obeyed  the 
King,  but  one  day  they  created  a  circus  and  began  to  do  things  He  disapproved  of. 
They  kept  mocking  the  King  and  partying  constantly.  Finally,  the  King  got  tired  of 
them  doing  these  things  and  sent  many  men  to  tell  them  to  stop,  but  they  would  not. 
They  beat  some  and  killed  others.  The  King  then  decided  to  send  His  only  Son,  the 
greatest  warrior  of  all,  to  make  them  stop.  The  Son  came  and  taught  them  the  King's 
Rules.  At  first,  only  a  few  followed  Him,  but  eventually  many  came.  He  saved  many 
people  and  got  them  to  serve  the  King,  but  something  happened.  The  leaders  of  the 
circus  were  jealous  of  the  Son  and  also  afraid.  They  were  afraid  that  they  would  no 
longer  be  in  control,  so  they  attacked  the  Son.  However,  He  did  not  put  up  a  fight. 
They  took  Him  and  decided  to  kill  Him.  The  next  day,  they  nailed  Him  to  a  tree  on 
top  of  a  hill  for  all  to  see.  Soon,  they  checked  to  see  if  He  was  dead  and  He  was. 
They  took  His  body  and  locked  it  in  a  hole  in  a  rock.  The  King  was  sad.  He 
watched  the  people  from  His  throne  rejoice  that  they  had  defeated  the  Mightiest  of 
w amors— the  King's  only  Son. 
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Three  days  went  by  and  suddenly  the  Son  came  out  of  the  hole.  He  is  alive!  He 
has  gone  to  those  that  followed  Him  and  told  them  that  He  is  going  away  for  a 
while  and  will  return  one  day.  They  will  be  with  Him  in  His  Father's  Kingdom 
in  Paradise.  And  as  for  those  who  reject  Him  and  His  Father,  they  will  be 
thrown  into  the  dungeon  where  they  will  be  slaughtered.  And  He  says  that  the 
only  way  to  get  to  the  King  is  to  follow  Him. 

Kevin  Black 


On  Dying 

Where  has  your  smile  gone  my  dear? 
why  dims  your  eye  so? 

Could  it  be  the  rain? 

no  rain  ever  kissed  your  fair 

lips,  no 

Is  it  that  moon  doth  wain? 
o  surely  not 

those  fme  furs  must  be  warm 

o  dear,  but  do  not  cry 
death  doth  touch  us  all 
so  wipe  your  clouding  eyes 
we  have  no  use  for  tears! 


Travis  Love 
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MEMORIES  OF  MUSIC 


Sometimes  when  young  I  could  not  sleep 
Strange  noises  in  my  room  did  creep. 
Kept  terrified  and  wide  awake 
By  phantoms  of  the  night  so  deep. 

But  once  I  heard  a  melody 

An  eerie  kind  of  rhapsody; 

No  trembling  heart  or  fear  because 

This  serenade  encompassed  me. 

I  thought  it  was  a  lovely  bird 
Yet,  there  was  no  one  else  who  heard. 
While  music  played  within  my  room 
All  lay  asleep,  not  one  had  stirred. 

It  sounded  like  sweet  violins, 
Was  sure  when  I  had  heard  again; 
A  high  pitched  song  so  sharp  can  come 
Only  from  God  and  not  from  men. 

With  years  I've  come  to  realize 
That  not  from  heaven  came  the  cries; 
But  rusting  wheels  on  railroad  steel 
Sang  to  this  child  sweet  lullabies. 

Mary  J.  Maciejewski 
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